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Again and again. They arc pressing in a solid body, a unit.
" A " company!

Now I lead them again. The blood is again flowing warm
down my thigh. What a scar for all time! The Spartan's
mark, better than the slight artificial slices in the face of a German
student. And my hands and knees arc torn and bleeding. What
life! I am filled with it, overflowing.

I run on. We have climbed two thousand feet. Again the
panorama laid out: paddy fields, terraced gardens. I cannot
catch the leaders. The way is now too short; but my company
follows hard, a pack of them, hounds of the chase.

We are together, feet thundering on the turf, breath like snarls.
Pity there is no quarry. The winning-post. We triumph!
I, third home.

The Pioneer, in commenting on this competition, said, " In the
Army in India to-day, there is not a keener regiment in field
exercises than the King's Own Scottish Borderers. Since their
arrival from Egypt they have taken to the hills like regular hill-
men, emulating the Ghurka and Pahari," and in commenting
the following week on one of my fights, " It is seldom one's luck
to sec such determined attacks and hard hitting as this six-round
contest produced. Undoubtedly the best fight of the night."

The Regiment in November 1911 was under orders to take
part in the Coronation Durbar, but two cases of cholera prevented
our going; and we were held up, therefore, under canvas at
Barcilly. While there, I received the following letter: " The
Central Committee, Coronation Durbar, desires to employ
Lieutenant G, S. Hutchison, ist Battalion King's Own Scottish
Borderers, in connection with the Durbar." No cholera here;
so I packed and fled.